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Well friends, join me 
“round the table, and 
share a cup of wine 
with me, as I relate to 
you the most harrowing 
experience of my 
professional fishing 
life... 

There I am, routinely 
going about my 

business of fishing and 
treasure hunting, ona 
day like any other. It’s 
warm enough, and the 
warmth has lulled me 
into a sense of ease 
and afternoon laziness 
- when the course I've 
chosen takes me very 
near an uncharted 
island, and as I pass 
close by, I find myself 
sailing right through a 
FLOCK of mongbats - 
yes, a Gock!! 


Now, this might not 
concern most of you, 

but considering I am 

but a poor fisherman 
with no combat skills to 
speak of (wrestling with 
serving wenches 

doesn’t count!), it 


concerns me *greatly*! 


As several of them land 
on the deck and begin 
screaming and moving 
towards me, I run to the 
back of the ship, where 
only one of the vile 
creatures can get at me 
at a time. Soon enough 
they are upon me, and, 
with no armor or 
weapons, I am 

wrestling for my life! 


Ah, one of them dies, 
spitting his last putrid 
breath at me... then 
comes the next. 

Looking over his 
shoulder, I count 
them... 6 more, all 
waiting their turn! I 
begin to resign myself 
to my fate; though I am 
at my peak in physical 
condition, I was taking 
damage, and wearying 
quickly. 


Suddenly I remember - 
I had just fished up a 
treasure chest, and 
have as of yet 
examined it’s 
contents!! Opening the 
chest, I start 
rummaging and find a 
buckler with an odd 
glow about it, and 
thinking that some 
protection is better than 
none, I try to keep it 
between me and the 
filthy beasts, all the 
while trying to land 
some blows upon their 
pointy heads. There, 
another dies, and now 


2 mongbats are down... 


Rummaging further I 
find some leather 
gloves, and quickly don 
them as well. Next I 
find a nasty looking 
mace and consider 
using it, when I spya 
scroll of some sort in 
the corner of the chest, 
under a water-stained 
pillow. Though my 
education has been 
informal and I speak 
the Words of Power as 
would a novice, I 
examine the 

parchment, and 
determine that it has 
something to do with 
came and lawns, 
gardens or yards, or 
something... 


By now I realize that I 
am gravely wounded, 

and with 58 mongbats to 
go, I ‘do the math’ and 
realize that I’m still 
going to lose. So, 
risking all, I remove my 
buckler, focus on the 2 
mongbats to the rear, 
and recite, as best I 
can, the incantation on 
the parchment... 


WHOOSH!! In front of 
me, where the last 2 
mongbats stand side 
by side, there appears 
a wall of fire which 
engulfs them, and they 
die screaming in pain! 


Emboldened by the 
sudden turn of fortune, 
I again equip my 


buckler and have at the 
last mongbat. 


In his eyes, I detect a 
change of attitude; no 
longer is there the 
gloating contempt of a 
killer with superior 
power. Now, I see fear 

- and knowledge - the 
look of one who knows 

he is soon to pass from 
this world to the next... 


As my fingers squeeze 
the last of his life from 
his weakening body, I 
whisper into his ear 
that I believe he and 
his companions will 

make a lovely 

barbeque feast for my 
friends upon my return 
to port. As I watch the 
light dim in his eyes, I 
think he understood 

what I meant... 
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